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raptures of a girl exclaiming to an elderly man, "Oh look
at the green cushions! Aren't they sweet?"
And then there was Babs' lost gallery. Somewhere, she
said, "in one end of the place/' there had been a really nice
gallery; long and simple and well-lighted, with some of our
favorite pictures in it.
"That little Raphael, you know!"
We searched and searched. We tried bedroom doors that
were locked, we inquired of guardians, who stared at us in
bewilderment, we went round and round and in and out,
trying not to see that brocade; for I thought I remembered
the gallery too. My visions must have been colored by my
child's, for it was not there; nor the pictures that belonged
in it.
It was just Babs' lost gallery. The Pitti will always hold
it for me.
Mystified, mildly bereaved, we went down the wide stairs.
Gold cups and things? No thanks. We had had enough of
gold upstairs. Relievedly we stepped out on wet gravel. Ah,
the clouds were breaking. . . . The entrance to the Boboli
Gardens attracted us, its stately foliage dripping with rain;
but it was not the day. One did not enter on a Wednesday
... or was it Tuesday? Three cabs thought we ought to take
them, and wheeled attractively before us; but we walked
obdurately away.
Everything is near everything in Florence, that is one of its
charms.
Lovely mules with red blankets were coming off the Ponte
Vecchio. One had a pony to help him, also in a scarlet blanket,
and both wore brown-wicker nose-bags with hay still in them.
Unpleasant, we both thought, to go along with your face in
ex-food 1
But at the foot of the slope near Machiavelli's house was
an appetizing little pizzicheria; its window showed the most
fascinating cheeses, and boxes of things wonderful for lunch.
"We never seem to lunch outdoors, here," Babs remarked;
"I wonder why?"